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-is a curious fact that while men’s dress 
has changed from gown to tunic, from 
tunic to doublet, from doublet to coat, and 
om coats of rainbow hues to coats of one 
subdued color, a woman’s gown of the eleventh 
century might not be out of place in a modern 
ae ~ She never lets the long train, 
or the voluminous skirts, or the compressed 
waist get away from her for any considerable 
period. In a thousand years she has scarcely 
improved her way of dressing in the direction 
of health or comfort or convenience; she is the 
same radiant, charming creature of Oriental 
plumage entering the twentieth century in a 
tailor-made gown that tripped into the nine- 
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teenth in high waist, and short, overgown, scant 
skirts, and a muff the size of a flour barrel. 

Plate 1 presents two London ladies as they 
appeared in the month of February, 1801. 

In plate 2, the ladies have returned indoors 
and dressed for afternoon. The short gowns 
are a blue plaid and the turbans of the same 
material, with ostrich feathers of red and blue. 
These are ladies of Beau Brummel’s time, and 
they were probably considered quite as elegant 
in their way as the dandies themselves who 
stared at them from the bow-window at 
White’s, in St. James Street. 

In Plate 3 we have “A Full Dress, the Rox- 
borough Jacket, engraven, by favor of Her 
Grace, from the original,” and ‘A New Spen- 
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Drawn by Percy Gray. 


HER FIRSE ALTIEMPT 


CLARISSA: Oh! Algernon! Help! 
absolutely refuses to let go. 


ABOUT NOW. 


Now the oyster is all joyful 
For, upon the harbor bar, _ 
His long vacation has begun— 
The months without an R. 


Now the old hen gently settles 
On her eggs amid the straw ; 
Now the lordly rooster scratches 
For the sand to fill his craw. 


Now the cheerful undertaker 
Smiles to hear the hacking cough 

Of the man who, too, too previous, 
Strips his winter flannels off. 


The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
A jaded crowd sneaks gently o’er the lea; 
The fishers homeward plod their weary way 
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Concocting lies to tell to you and me! 


A monster fish has seized hold of my line and 
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OPPORTUNITY. 
“Bargains in Thermometers!” the enter- 
“We 
purchased our stock last winter when thermo- _ 
meters were extremely low. . 


prising merchant’s advertisement ran. 


Buy now! They — 
are going up! Bound to fe ne and higher — 
as the season advances!’ a 
SSS. ee 

A SPRING WARNING. 

“A butterfly,” notes a Boston paper, “was. ‘ 
caught by a boy at the South End yesterday.” u 
‘And we admit that such is pleasant, cheer- 
ing news of the spring. But still, it may be — 
entirely safe to catch a butterfly at the south — 
end, but how about a wasp? Think you that 
a boy might catch a wasp at the south end? 
Nay, nay. When you go to catch a wasp, you 
want to catch it at the northeasterly end, 
shifting westerly toward the head. Thys be 
warned, ; 
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